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	1. Welcome to the Titanic

It was nearly 9 AM when the staff of R.M.S Titanic ship of Liverpool was getting ready to depart from the docks. People were waiting around the enormous ship as luggage was being lifted on board. A car was being lifted onto the ship, some people stared as they waited at the fine scene happening in front of them. They've never encountered a ship this size ever before. Rose Bukater and her family was in a car with their chauffeur driving them towards the ship, young Rose was helped out of the car and she looked up to the ship, examining the size.

"I don't see what all the fuss is about. It doesn't look any bigger than the Mauretania." Rose turned to Caledon, her fiancé. "You can be blase about some things, Rose, but not about Titanic. It's over a hundred feet longer than Mauretania, and far more luxurious." Cal stuck up for the ship with a disbelieving smile.

Meanwhile, in a nearby Ford t-model, Averdiena's family, the Durans were also emerging from the seats. She eyed her engagement ring that was shining so brightly in the sunlight. Averdiena was accompanied by her mother Fauna who was the most enthusiastic about her upcoming wedding once they arrived in New York. Literally when the ship had reached the dock, Avery'll be in her wedding dress and her parents had already let Jack Dawson, her fiancé pick out a tuxedo.

"We're to board this ship immediately," Avery's father, Arthur ordered of Avery and Fauna who smiled delightedly to him. "Er, father could I wait around for Jack?" Avery said with a pleading look. "Very well, darling. Don't get lost." He replied politely, walking his way towards the ship of dreams.

Avery was told that Jack was gambling for his tickets so he and his Italian friend could board too since Avery's parents weren't willing to pay them both 1st class tickets.

Jack shouted happily as he and Fabrizio were running towards the Titanic, avoiding bumping into people here and there and were hoping to catch Avery before her family boarded the ship. The two friends dodges some horses as they continued to sprint towards the ship.

Avery was flustered as she felt her arm being tugged on by Jack. She broke into a run which was very painful but she followed Jack and Fabrizio. "What took you two so long?" Avery asked but was heeded no reply. "Wait! We're passengers." They finally reached the ship's docking catwalk and showed the staff their tickets.

The trio entered the dazzling ship and were panting and catching their breaths as they all walked down the hallway. "We are the luckiest sons of bitches in the world!" Jack cursed cheerfully. Avery smirked at his use of language but waved it off. Jack, Fabrizio, and Avery walked to the open deck and started waving goodbye to random strangers as the ship was finally starting to take off. "Give me some monay." Fabrizio called to the crowd as the waved. Avery glanced to Jack and then they glanced to Fabrizio. "That's not the point." Jack mentioned matter of factly. Avery wondered why even in the first place wave to these unknown people but she guessed it was a very exciting day for all.

"Goodbye, we'll miss you!" Jack yelled at the crowd. "Farewell!" Avery waved elegantly towards the crowd excitedly. "We'll never forget you!" Fabrizio spread his arms widely in a grande sort of gesture sincerely. After the waving of hands and hand holding onto hats were finished, passengers were scattering about to find their cabins.

Avery's cabin was located on the a deck. She soon found it and saw her family unpacking some clothing and toiletries as she walked through the door. "How's Jack?" Fauna asked. "He's really happy to be here." Avery responded and sat on her newly claimed bed. "Are you?" Fauna asked. "Of course, mother. Why would I have agreed to come then? I could've easily lived with aunt Celeste." Avery reminded her mother who's mostly forgetful.

"Why don't you change into a casual attire? Your father's busy meeting the other first class men on board." Fauna suggested with a grin. "Casual, alright!" Avery cheered for joy. Not too much later, Avery was changed into a shirt which was a bit ruffly at the shoulders and had a loose way about it at the end. The shirt had a white waist band around it and the shirt itself was pink. Avery's high heels remained the same and her strawberry blonde hair was all over the place. She didn't care what anyone thought about her fashion likes. She was eyeing the staff who were placing paintings around the room, vases, and jewelry cases on tables. She was exhausted from the lack of sleep of the night before because she was too restless about today to sleep.

"Mother, could I possibly lay down and relax?" Avery questioned in a light tone. "Of course, dear, just don't oversleep." Fauna knew Avery was tired from the way she sounded as she spoke. Avery laid down on the bed she claimed earlier and threw off her silver high heels onto the floor and adjusted her head to the pillow to get comfortable. Avery closed her eyes and started thinking of her hometown in America. She was born in Louisiana on May 1st. She couldn't wait for her birthday it was oh so near.

Avery thought back to when she rode horses as a little child until she moved to Liverpool when she was ten years old because her father had some job offering then he got fired recently and the Durans were fascinated by the Titanic so they decided to return to America and they plan on living in New York where Jack and Avery could raise their children when the time came.

The dark begin to rise inside Avery's eyelids and she began to lose grip of reality and she snuck into a dream far from it.


	2. Avery's Dream

As Avery drifted off to sleep, she saw colourful pictures in her mind's eye. Avery was dreaming of seeing the Statue of Liberty once more, herself in the wedding dress. Avery's dreams then turned south, she dreamed of receiving abuse from Jack. Slapping, hitting, and verbal. Avery did not wake up from this nightmare however. She continued to sleep restlessly in her bed as she was fully aware of this new nightmare occurring…

_Avery bounded down the stairs of the Titanic to the main floor. She was wearing her wedding dress which was a pale white colour with a bit of feathers and she was wearing crystal like heels as she stepped carefully on the steps where Jack waited for her at the bottom stair. "'Ello, Jack." Avery greeted him with a peck on his cheek._

_Rose appeared by Avery's side with Cal at hers. "Hi," they greeted her. Avery responded with a little nod as everyone felt the ship shaking distinctly oddly. "Was that…?" Avery trailed off, taking a huge sigh. "Nothing can sink this ship, Avery." Jack reassured her coldly. "If you say so." Avery said in disbelief. Suddenly, there was water seeping through the main floor and a mental sound of shattering glass. Avery's leggings were soaked and her white dress grew damp as the water rose higher and Jack, Rose, Cal, and Avery lost their footing. _

_The water felt unimaginably cold. _

It was next afternoon, and Avery was wearing a tank top with a grey knee cap length skirt. She was walking around the open deck with Fabrizio and Jack, heading to the hull of the ship. It was a sunny day and she could not thank the lord that her father was busy with a meeting today so she could wear whatever she liked today. The trio grabbed onto the railing and leaned over to have a look at the silky blue sea.

Then they gazed up at the beautiful blue sky. It was an exquisite sight to see for everyone. "Hey, look, look, look!" Jack suddenly outburst, pointing to the sea. "See it?" He asked Fabrizio and Avery. "A dolphin." Avery stated as she watched the grey sea creature swimming far away from the Titanic. "There's another one." Jack pointed in a different direction now. "See 'em?" He questioned. "Look at that one. Look, look, look at him jump." Jack caught Fabrizio's attention as a school of baby dolphins swam rapidly forwards. "Oh, hoo hoo." Jack cheered the baby dolphins onwards. Jack grabbed onto a rope and Avery stepped onto a railing which was hard to balance on since she still had to wear those stupid silver high heels. She grabbed onto Jack's hand for balance as Fabrizio said, "I can see the Statue of Liberty already." He looked to Jack and Avery with a smirk as he pointed ahead. "Very small of course." He added as he noticed Jack and Avery squinted into the distance.

Without warning, Jack let go of Avery's hand as she now kept her balance by keeping a firm grip onto the railing. "I'm the king of the world!" Jack shouted, flailing his right arm in the air. "Whoo hoo!" Jack cheered wildly and Fabrizio tagged along. "Whoo!" Avery cheered as well as Jack then held onto nothing and pretended he was flying behind Fabrizio. Avery tried not to let her dream faze her this morning but she was starting to get weary and suspicious of what it means. She decided she'd bring it up with Jack later because for now, they're having the time of their lives and Avery didn't want to be a spoil sport for all that mattered.

Jack, Fabrizio, and Avery decided they had enough of fun for a while and they walked around the front of the ship, chatting and telling stories. "I'm so happy for you two." Fabrizio told the engaged couple. "Well, thanks." Avery gave him an appreciative smile. "It's a real big deal when two friends get married." Fabrizio continued. That comment broke Avery into tears as her dream entered her mind involuntary. "Avery, what's wrong?" Jack asked as Fabrizio stood back, confused what he could've said to cause her in tears. "Last night I had this dream which turned into a nightmare…" Avery began as Jack patted her back in reassurance. "And?" He encouraged her to tell on.

"I was in my wedding dress, descending the main staircase of the ship and all the sudden water started to rise and-and…" Avery was too teary to continue. "I think we can predict the ending." Jack said softly. "It was just a dream." He reassured her and Avery collected herself and wiped her tears away. She mentally cursed as she remembered the makeup would run after a sobbing fit. Fauna was sure to ask what happened. Fabrizio had departed the couple as the day progressed. Avery and Jack were sitting on a bench still on the open deck as Jack was sketching a father and her daughter. Avery looked out into the sky. Tommy Ryan, a scowling young Irish emigrant, watches as a crew member comes

by, walking three small dogs around the deck. One of them, a Black FrenchBulldog, which Avery thought as among the ugliest creatures on the planet. "That's typical. First class dogs come down here to take a shit." Tommy comments before inhaling a drag from his cigarette. To clear her mind, Avery thought a cigarette would do that quickly. "Ey, do you think I could have a cigarette?" She asked politely. "Sure," Tommy nodded and lit up another cigarette for her. Avery took the cigarette as Jack looked up to Tommy. She inhaled it deeply, immediately feeling the relaxing mood. "It lets us know where we rank in the scheme of things." Jack added on to Tommy's comment. He glanced to Avery shocked by her urge of a smoke because she's only a light smoker maybe that dream had really rattled her. "Like we could forget." Tommy said. "I'm Tommy Ryan," He introduced himself.

"Jack Dawson," He replied as he shook hands with Tommy. "Avery Duran." She said as Tommy took her hand and kissed it as a greeting. _He's nice_ Avery thought as she took another drag of her cigarette. Tommy went back to his spot and looked to Jack. "Do you make any money with your drawings?" No response, Jack was distracted by a woman who was walking towards the upper level's railing. Avery took notice of this. "Jack! No staring." She hit his shoulder playfully. "It's rude." She reminded him. "Forget it boy, you'd as like have angels fly out o' yer arse as get next to the likes o' her." Tommy told Jack as he continued to stare at Rose… _Rose? _Avery thought in distress. "Good, cuz I'm his fiancee." Avery informed Tommy who frowned.

Rose took notice of Jack's staring and she looked confused as to why Avery was sitting next to him. Avery waved quickly and Rose nodded subtly in return. It was nightfall as Jack and Avery lay on benches opposite of each other, each smoking a cigarette as if in sync. Fauna and Arthur Duran didn't mind how late Avery stayed up just as long as she was up next morning. "Look, you can see the Big Dipper." Avery pointed to the twinkling stars as she and Jack gazed upwards. It was silent after that and it was good to be quiet for a change. The open deck was deserted after all.

Suddenly, there were high heeled footsteps and a quick gasping sound passing by the two benches. Immediately the couple sat up, staring after Rose. _What the? _Rose thought as she and Jack continued to watch the rustled Rose. She ran all the way to the front of the ship, hesitating as she watched the splashing waves of the sea. Rose grabbed onto the railing and hoisted herself up, she got onto the other side of the railing, nearest to the icy cold waves below. Rose turned herself around, now looking at the blue water.

Rose was leaning forwards as Jack and Avery approached her. "Don't do it." Jack advised, reaching an an arm towards her. "Stay back." Rose ordered of them. Did she even noticed Avery? "Don't come any closer." Rose added. Ignoring Rose's orders, Jack took a few steps forward.

"C'mon give me your hand, I'll pull you back over." Jack requested. "No!" Rose refused quickly. Avery was wide eyed and shocked, she didn't think Rose was at all suicidal, especially when they were aboard the Titanic. "Stay where you are!" Rose yelled over the loud crash of the waves. "Rose, he's going to _help _you." Avery growled impatiently behind Jack. "You know her?" Jack asked. "Long time friends." She nodded. "If you won't accept his help, I will help you." Avery added politely. "I mean it." Rose was saying to Jack, pretending Avery wasn't with him. "I'll let go." Rose threatened as Jack and Avery adopted looks of concern. Jack to a drag from his cigarette then threw it into the sea. Avery continued on with her cigarette as she watched what was to happen next. "No you won't." Jack said in an even voice. "What do you mean "no I won't"?" Rose asked, perplexed. "Don't presume to tell me what I will do and what I won't." Rose shrilled. "You don't know me."

"Well, you would of done it already." Jack pointed out. "You're distracting me, go away." Rose demanded. "I can't. I'm involved now- we're involved now." Jack glanced to Avery who looked like she was forgotten. "You let go and I'm gonna have to jump in there after ya." Jack said, taking his jacket off and gave it to Avery to hold onto. "Don't be absurd." Rose commented. "You'd be killed." She added as Jack put one leg up on a black anchor to untie his shoes. "I'm a good swimmer." He said confidently. Avery was turning livid. Why was Rose being so stubborn, risking her fiance's life in the process of her own. She took a drag of her cigarette and pretended she was a mute.

"The fall alone would kill you." Rose pointed out. _Why would Rose even consider such a thing? _Avery thought as she glanced to the floor of the deck. "It would hurt. I'm not saying it wouldn't. To tell you the truth, I'm concerned about that water being so cold." Jack said, taking a shoe off then untying the other. Rose glanced to Jack and he returned it. There were a few seconds of silence before Rose asked, "how cold?"

Avery then begun to pace back and forth still holding onto Jack's jacket, trying to not think about her dream. "Freezing." Jack replied knowingly. "Couple degrees over." He added. Jack finally took his other shoe off and stood up. "Have you ever been to Wisconsin?" Jack asked. "No." Rose was still perplexed. "Well they have some of the coldest winters around, and I grew up there, near Chippewa Falls. Once when I was a kid me and my father were ice-fishing out on Lake Wissota... ice-fishing's where you chop a hole in the—" Jack was beginning to explain but was interrupted.

"I know what ice fishing is!" Rose snapped. "Sorry. Just... you look like kind of an indoor girl. Anyway, I went through some thin ice and I'm tellin' ya, water that cold... like that right down there... it hits you like a thousand knives all over your body. You can't breathe, you can't think... least not about anything but the pain." Jack said in depth. Avery looked over and shuddered at the very thought.

"Which is why I'm not looking forward to jumping in there after ya." Jack added sadly. "Like I said, I don't have a choice." Jack said, taking off his other coat. "I guess I'm kinda hoping you'll come back over the railing." He added pleadingly. "Get me off the hook here." Avery frowned at Rose and then stood beside Jack, giving that same pleading look to her. "You're crazy." Rose said. "The both of you." She added matter of factly. _Finally she sees me. _Avery thought in relief.

"That's what everybody says but with all due respect, I'm not the one hanging off the back of a ship here." Jack said. Avery stifled a laugh. "C'mon, give me your hand. You don't want to do this." Jack said. "He's right." Avery added. Finally, Rose slowly and delicately grabbed onto Jack's hand and began to turn around. "Phew," Jack sighed in relief as Rose fully turned around. "I'm Jack Dawson," He introduced himself. "Rose Bakuter." She replied shakily.

"You already know me." Avery said calmly. "Jack's my fiancé by the way." She informed Rose. "C'mon." Jack was about to lift her up from the railing before her dress got in the way as she attempted to step. Before anyone could blink, Rose slipped from the railing as Jack leaned in to grab her hand in time. Avery heard Rose scream in fear as she turned her back on the scene, not wanting to witness any of it. "C'mon." Jack was saying. Nearby, members of the staff heard the shrieking screams. "Please help me!" Rose said. "C'mon, I've got you." Jack reassured her as Rose flailed about. "I won't let go." Jack said quietly. "Now pull yourself up." He advised. "C'mon."

Jack grunted as he helped Rose up and onto the railing. "C'mon." Jack grabbed onto Rose's arms as she was closer to safety, he finally pulled her over and they both landed on the floor, Jack was hovering over Rose as the staff came nearer. Avery threw her cigarette into the sea. "What's all this?" Rowe, a staff member asked and Jack gave Rose some space as she quickly panted for air.

Rose was breathing deep shaky breaths as the staff eyed Jack's coat and shoes strewn onto the floor while Avery stood inside a shadow to not be spotted. "You stand back. Don't move an inch." Rowe instructed, pointing to Jack who stood up. "Fetch the Master at Arms." Rowe ordered. Soon, Rose was wrapped in a blanket provided by the staff and Jack was being handcuffed. Avery stood beside him. "But he didn't do anything!" She protested, the staff ignored her, thinking this 1st class girl was crazy enough to even be near him. "Completely unacceptable." A somewhat 30 year old man told Jack with a scold. "What made you think you could put your hands on my fiancee?"

"Some nerve." Avery scoffed silently. Jack's eyes landed on Rose. "Look at me, you filth!" Cal requested, shaking Jack once forcefully. "Cal." Rose said calmly. "What do you think you were doing?" He asked Jack again. "Cal…" Rose repeated. "Don't call my fiance filth!" Avery snapped, capturing the attention of Cal. "You, marrying this filth! I've seen you around the a deck, missy." Cal returned hotly. Rose stood up, nearing Cal. "Cal! Stop, it was an accident." Rose insisted. Truly if it were an accident, why put Jack through all the fuss? "An accident?" Cal repeated in disbelief. "It was." Rose continued. "It's stupid really. I was leaning over and I slipped." Rose explained which pursuit awkward silence as Jack gave a confused look. "I was leaning over to see the uh-uh," Rose was stumbling for the word as she looked to Jack. She made a spinning motion with her finger.

"Propellers?" Cal suggested. "Propellers." Rose nodded. "And I slipped and would have gone overboard... and Mr. Dawson here saved me and he almost went over himself."

"She wanted to see the propellers." Cal announced to the staff. "Like I said, women and machinery do not mix." Gracie, an older staff member said. "Was that the way of it?" The Master at Arms asked Jack expectantly. "Yeah, yeah that was pretty much it." Jack replied honestly as he could. "Well the boy's a hero then. Good for you son. Well done." "So it's all's well and back to our Brandy, eh?"

Jack had his handcuffs off as Cal glanced back to Avery with a smile then turned to look at Rose with concern. "Look at you. You must be freezing." Cal said, rubbing Rose's back to give her some warmth. "Now, perhaps a little something for the boy?" Gracie asked to Cal, gesturing over to Jack with his head. Jack and Avery were walking towards Jack's clothes, unaware. "Of course," Cal agreed, eyeing Avery. "Uh, Mr. Lovejoy, I think a twenty should do it."

"Is that the going rate for saving the woman you love?" Rose asked, incredulously. "Rose is displeased," Cal stated with a smirk. "What to do?" Cal asked as Jack put on his coat. "I know." Cal added to that. "Perhaps you two could join us for dinner tomorrow evening." Cal approached the couple with his staff. "To regale our group with your heroic tale." Cal offered.

Avery and Jack exchange wary glances. "Sure." Avery replied for both. "Good. It's settled then." Cal added and he and the staff turned away. "This should be interesting." Cal commented as Rose continued to stare at Jack and Avery before turning around to join the men. Out of ear shot, Jack whistled to Lovejoy. "Can I uh- bum a smoke?" Jack asked Lovejoy turned around and walked forward. Lovejoy presented a pack of cigarettes to Jack. He took one and stuck it behind his ear and the other in his mouth. "You'll want to tie those." Lovejoy glanced at Jack's shoes. "Interesting, the young lady had slipped so mighty all of the sudden and you still had time to take off your jacket and your shoes."

Lovejoy smiled knowingly and walked away. Jack and Avery stared after him.


	3. Gift

Jack led Avery back to her stateroom to assure she returned safely. Avery fretted that she smelt of smoke but Jack told her that her parents would've found out anyways. "Well, thanks for saving Rose." Avery curtseyed. "I couldn't just let her do that." Jack replied. "See you at the dinner?" Avery questioned expectantly. "Yes." Jack nodded. Avery leaned in for a goodnight's kiss and her heartbeat faster. "Night." She pulled away before knocking on her stateroom door. "Goodnight." Jack waved as he went down the hallway.

The door opened and Fauna was staring at Avery with a worrisome expression. "Averdiena Duran, where were you?" Fauna questioned as Avery got ready for bed. "Mum, no full names." Avery reminded her mother who looked sick with distress. "It is very appropriate for last names right now! Where were you!?" Fauna shouted, startling Avery, causing her to drop her nightgown onto the floor. "I was out with Jack, talking to Rose." Avery semi lied. "If that's all, why do you smell of smoke?" Fauna asked, her temper rising. "I-uh," Avery was ashamed of herself for her bad habit but she couldn't cover it up this time. "We smoked. Okay, Jack and I smoke." Avery said the truth bitterly. Fauna's eyebrows furrowed. "Arthur, your daughter's been smoking!" She yelled, walking to her and Arthur's room.

Avery sighed and didn't bother changing to her night wear, she plopped down on her bed and quickly slept heavily.

The next morning, Jack, Avery, and Rose walking around by the edge of the ship. Rose was getting to know Jack better while Avery was smoking her stress from last night away. "Well, I was on my own since I was fifteen. Since my folks died." Jack was telling Rose as Avery began to remember all this. "I had no brothers or sisters. We're close knit on that side of the country. You could just call me a tumbleweed blowing in the wind…" Jack continued. He held his leather bound sketchbook in one hand and Avery's hand in the other. Rose was wearing a white and gold dress and Avery was wearing a leathery lilac dress with a purple waistband. "Well Rose, Avery." Jack glanced to the two women. "We went a mile around this deck. We chatted how great the weather's been and how I grew up. I reckon that's not why you came to talk to me." Jack stated to Rose.

Avery watched curiously. "Mr. Dawson, I." Rose began. "Jack." He corrected her, not caring about formal titles. "I want to thank you for what you did. Not just for pulling me back but for your discretion." Rose said kindly. "You're welcome." Jack responded. "Look, I know what you must be thinking, poor little rich girl. What does she know about misery?" Rose says in doubt as the trio came to a sudden halt.

"No." Jack replies quickly. "No, it's not what I was thinking. What I was thinking was what happened to this girl that she had no way out?" Jack said honestly. "Well I-" Rose began. "Go on," Avery encouraged. "Well it was everything. My whole world and the people in it. And the enricher of my life…plunging ahead and me, powerless to stop it." Rose reached her hand out to Jack, showing him the engagement ring. Avery glanced to it in shock. "God, look at that thing." Jack exclaimed, taking Rose's hand to examine the ring.

"You would've gone straight to the bottom." Jack commented. There was a moment of silence as Avery threw her cigarette into the sea. "500 invitations have gone out. All the Philadelphia society will be there. And all the while I feel I'm standing in the middle of a crowded room, screaming at the top of my lungs and nobody can hear me, no one even looks up." Rose explains the problem.

"Do you love him?" Jack asks. "Pardon me?" Rose glowers at Jack as if he were dirt. Avery silently scowls. "You love him?" Jack repeats his question, not noticing the way Rose stares daggers at him. "You're being very rude. You shouldn't be asking me that." Rose added furiously. "Well, it's a simple question, do you love the guy or not?" Jack asks more clearly. Rose scoffs and glances away. _Why does Jack even care? _Avery thought in distress.

"This is not a suitable conversation. It's like asking if you love Avery." Rose pointed out. Avery smirked to Rose as she lit another cigarette. "Why can't you just answer the question?" Jack said impatiently. Rose begins to laugh suddenly and walks away, but not too far. Jack and Avery follow. "This is absurd." Rose exclaimed. "You don't know me and I don't know you." Rose said matter of factly. "And we are not having this conversation at all. You are rude and uncouth and presumptuous. I am leaving now." Rose concluded, stretching out her arm to shake Jack's hand. "Jack, Mr. Dawson. It's been a pleasure. I sought you out to thank you and now I have thanked you." Rose and Jack shook hands friendly. "And you insulted me." Jack pointed out. Avery frowned as she inhaled from her cigarette. "Well you deserved it." Rose said with hesitation. "Right." Jack said. "Right." Rose agreed. The hand shake lasted too long for Avery's liking. "I thought you were leaving." Jack reminded Rose after she chuckled once.

"I am." Rose replied surely. She turned around and walked away but then she turned to look at Jack again. "You are so annoying." She retorted. "Ha." Jack fake laughed. "Wait," Rose turned around again. "I don't have to leave. This is my part of the ship. You two leave." Rose pointed to the other side. "Ho oh, well, well, well. Now who's being rude?" Jack said playfully. Avery didn't move an inch and stood firmly in her spot. "Clearly her." Avery stated confidently. Rose laughed airily then snapped. "What is this stupid thing you're carrying around?" Rose swiped Jack's leather-bound sketchbook.

Rose flipped through the beginning of the book. "So what are you, an artist or something?" Rose asked. She continued looking through the drawings and moved farther away from Jack and Avery. "These are rather good." She complimented. Rose sat down on a lawn chair, Jack crouched down beside it as Avery looked over Rose's shoulder, spotting for any new of Jack's drawings. "These are very good, actually." Rose said.

Rose stopped at a drawing with a mother bottle feeding a baby in her arms. Avery, Jack, and Rose exchanged amazed glances. "This is exquisite work." Rose admitted silently. "Ah, they didn't think too much of it in old Pari." Jack mumbled. "Paris." Rose stated in awe. Jack had never mentioned Paris to Avery before and she'd thought she'll bring it up later.

Jack nodded to Rose. "You do get around." She commented, impressed. "Well, uh, for a person with limited needs." Rose started. "You can say it." Jack encouraged modestly. Rose landed on a drawing of a woman with no clothes on, smoking a cigarette. "Well, well, well." Rose said. "And these were drawn from life?" Rose asked curiously. Jack nodded subtly as a man walked by the trio, Rose closed the sketchbook quickly. "Well, that's one good thing about Paris, lots of girls willing to take their clothes off." Jack added after the man passed by. Avery scowled and glanced away as she took another drag of her cigarette. "Oh, and this lady…" Jack flipped to a page with an old looking woman with a ton of jewelry on. She looked mean and wary. "She used to sit at this bar, every night wearing every piece of jewelry she owned just waiting for her long lost love. They called her madame Bijoux. See her clothes are all mothy." Jack described the woman. "Well, you have a gift, Jack." Rose said breathlessly. "You do. You see people." Rose told him. "I see you." Jack said. "And?" Rose questioned. "You wouldn't've jumped." Jack stated knowingly.


	4. Servant

After the showing of Jack's drawings, Rose departed and so did Avery. Jack was left wondering what would happen at the dinner and if he'd be allowed to stay if they saw what he'd be wearing at the dinner table. Avery went to her stateroom to change for the magnificent feast with her newly acquainted friends.

"Avery, dear?" Arthur said thoughtfully after he heard the door shut. "Yes, father?" She replied, shrilly. "Behave at the dinner, will you?" He asked of her. _How does he know?_ Avery thought with confusion. Maybe Arthur had friends who knew Cal or something? Avery kneeled down beside her trunk full of clothes and picked one out. She grabbed a dress with long sleeves, button front and gathered skirt finished with tucks at hem- it was red and said 'fancy' all over it.

For the shoes, she put on a heeled Beston and applied a light set of makeup consisting of the colour of the dress. She braided her strawberry blonde hair to the side with the fishtails style that was getting popular. Rose's family and Avery walks out of the room to where Jack and Rose were seen, spitting ungracefully across the ship. Jack was just hacking one when Rose notices them, tapping his arm, Jack turns around, startled.

There was a small dose of spit on Jack's chin when Rose started speaking. "Mother," Rose began, walking towards her family and Avery. "May I introduce Jack Dawson." She continued. "Charmed, I'm sure." Ruth, Rose's mother comments in detest. Avery smirks to Molly who's grinning because of the spit on Jack's chin. Molly finally points to her chin and then Jack knows to wipe the spit off. Rose was explaining how Jack and Avery were to marry and also explained the event in which happened last night where Jack, heroically saved Rose from almost drowning.

"Well, Jack it sounds like you're a good man to have around in a sticky spot." Molly said positively. Avery grinned as the dinner trumpets began to play, signalling it was almost mealtime. "Why do they always insist on announcing dinner like a damn cavalry charge?" Molly joked around, causing Avery and Rose to laugh. "Shall we go dress, mother?" Rose asked to Ruth. "See you at dinner, Jack, Avery." Rose called to them as she walked with her mother. "Uh, son?" Molly asked. Jack was staring after Rose as she and Ruth walked through the hallway. "Son!" Molly yelled. Jack raised his eyebrows towards Molly as Avery was trying to figure out what Jack was staring at. "Do you have the slightest comprehension of what you're doing?" Molly asked semi-politely.

"Not really." Jack replied honestly, glancing to Avery who was already dressed up. "Well, you're about to go into the snake pit." Molly informed him, then eyed Jack's outfit. "What are you planning to wear?" Jack gestured to his clothing in response. "I figured." Molly huffed. "Come here." Molly said. "I'll meet you there." Avery said before kissing Jack softly. He felt dazed as he linked arms with Molly who led him away.

Avery was waiting for Jack at the grand staircase in the A-deck and finally the steward opens the door, revealing a taken back Jack, he stares in awe at the splendour before them. "Jack," Avery greeted him, capturing his attention. She stands beside him. "Hello," He replies. "Beautiful, ain't it?" Avery questions. Jack nods once. Jack glanced up to the glass dome as he and Avery walked towards the staircase in the middle.

The engaged couple descend down the stairs quickly. Jack and Avery lean on one of the posts coolly, waiting for Cal and Rose. Secretly, Jack sees a couple passing by and tries putting an arm behind his back like a gentleman. "Hello." A random man greeted Jack and Avery who nodded in return with a smile. Avery spots Cal and Ruth nearing the grand staircase, chatting amongst themselves in linked arms.

Cal clearly glances at Jack quickly and then returns to his conversation with Ruth as Jack and Avery approaches. "She'll come along." Ruth was saying quietly to Cal as Rose eyed Jack and Avery from the railing of the hallway connected to the staircase. Jack was trying to get Cal's attention when he and Ruth walked over to a woman and Cal greeted her with a kiss on her hand. Jack was practising what he just saw Cal do when he and Avery noticed Rose at the top of the staircase.

Rose was wearing a burgundy dress with a gold flaky design around it and white gloves that reached her elbows. She was wearing red lipstick. Rose stared at Jack, entranced by his suite and slicked back hair with Avery at his side. Rose descended down the staircase elegantly and stopped before the couple. Jack kissed Rose's gloved hand and Avery frowned, crossing her arms over her chest.

"I saw that in a nickelodean once, and I always wanted to do it." Jack said in a mumble with a smirk, still holding Rose's hand. Rose chuckled and Jack offered one arm to Rose and his other to Avery who refused. Jack pretended to walk like a high class and Rose laughed some more as they walked to Cal. "Darling, surely you remember Mr. Dawson?" Rose asked as Cal turned around. Avery smiled to Cal. Cal eyed Jack in shock. "Dawson! Amazing! You could almost pass as a gentleman." Cal commented under pressure.

Jack tilts his head subtly. "Almost." "Extraordinary." He adds. "And you look splendid, Avery." Cal says with a smile in return. Ruth obviously disagrees and glares to Avery before turning around with Cal. The five of them are descending down another staircase in harmony except Avery who craves a cigarette and holds a new grudge against Ruth.

Jack smiles as he glances around the A-deck with Rose linked to his arm. He could never possibly imagine this was real-according to Tommy but the stranger things have happened. "There's the Countess Rothes." Rose says, pointing to her. She wears a milky white attire and is talking to a man. "And that's John Jacob Astor..." Rose continues, Avery, Jack, and her turn around to see a man in a suit like Jack's with a short hair cut, shaking an older man's hand professionally.

"The richest man on the ship." Rose begins, turning to Jack, and Avery is left staring at the man in confusion. He? How could he be the richest man on the ship? "And his little wifey there, Madeline is my age and in a delicate condition." Rose tells the two. Avery, Jack, and Rose eye Madeline who stands next to John. "See how she's trying to hide it?" Rose asks. "Quite the scandal." Rose comments and Jack huffs in disapproval.

"Care to escort the ladies to dinner?" Molly asked, eyeing Avery and Rose suddenly. "Certainly." Jack says and links arms with her. "Sweet Pea? Sweet Pea?" Cal indicates Rose to follow. He nods Avery over and she links arms with him and Ruth on his other side, scowling, always scowling at her. They enter a fancy dinning room with white themed decorations.

Avery, Cal, and Ruth finally arrived at their table, Avery sat across from Ruth and ignored her evil stare, the Jack, Rose, and Molly approached the table in style. Jack kissed Ruth's hand in greeting. "Tell us of the accommodations in the steerage, Mr. Dawson, I hear they're quite good on this ship." Ruth asked Jack as they got settled at the table. "The best I've seen, ma'am," Jack replied courtly. "Hardly any rats." He added with a smile. The table erupted into light laughter.

"Mr. Dawson is joining us from third class. He was of some assistance to my fiancee last night." Cal interrupted the laughter. "Actually, he and his fiancee, Ms. Duran agreed to join us." He added coolly. Cal, glanced to Rose, cueing her to speak. "It turns out that Mr. Dawson is quite a fine artist," Rose complimented. "He was kind enough to show me some of his work today." Rose glances to Jack and then Avery who smiles at her.

"Rose and I differ our definition of fine art-" Cal cuts himself off as a waitor finishes pouring his tea. "Not to immune your work, sir." Cal adds and Jack waves it off. Jack eyes all the utensils beside his plates and leans towards Molly. "Are these all for me?" He whisper asks. "Just go from the outside and work your way in." She advises quietly. "He knows every rivet in her, don't you Thomas?" Ismay says finely, holding up his glass. "Your ship is a wonder, Mr. Andrews, truly." Rose says politely.

"Thank you, Rose." He replies. "How do you take your caviar sir?" A waitor asks to Jack. "No caviar for me, thanks. Never did like it much." Jack explains as the waitor hovers by him. Rose smiles towards Jack, along with Avery. "And where exactly do you live, Mr. Dawson?" Ruth asks friendly. "Well, right now my address is the RMS Titanic, after that I'm on God's good humour." Jack replies kindly.

"How is it you have the means to travel, Mr. Dawson?" Ruth then asks. "Well, I work my way from place to place. You know, tramp steamers and stuff; but I won my ticket on Titanic here in a lucky game of Poker. A very lucky hand." Jack responds. "All life is a game of luck." Gracie commented. "A real man makes his own luck." Cal said after taking a sip of his drink. Avery eyed him in respect but with a tad curiosity. "Right, Mr. Dawson?" Cal asked, glancing to Jack who snapped out of his daze. "You find that sort of rootless existence appealing, do you?" Ruth asks to Jack, raising an eyebrow.

Molly and Avery stared to Jack expectantly. "Well, yes I do, ma'am. I mean, I got everything I need right here with me; air in my lungs, a few blank sheets of paper, and my fiancee. I love waking up not knowing what's gonna happen, who I'm gonna meet, where I'm gonna wind up, just the other night I was sleeping under a bridge, now here I am, grandest ship in the world, having champagne with you fine people. I'll take some more of that." Jack was saying the half part with a mouth full of bread as he got more wine from the waitor.

"I figured life's a gift and don't intend wasting it, you never know what hand you're gonna get dealt. Take life as it comes at you..." Jack trailed off as Cal took out a cigarette when Avery was finally forced by her craving to take one out herself. "Oh, here you go, Cal." He threw a pack of breath mints at Cal who caught it in surprise. Ruth glared to Avery and her cigarette. "To make everyday count." Jack concluded. "Well said, Jack." Molly said with a nod. "Here, here." Gracie added. "To making it count." Rose said, raising her glass flawlessly. "To make it count." The rest of the table chanted, raising their glasses and all took a sip of their wine.

"Mr. Brown had no idea I hid the money in the stove!" Molly was laughing as she told her story. A trolly of desserts were being pushed by their table. "So he feels like celebratin' and he lights the fire." Molly continued making the table laugh so elegantly that Avery's slight chuckle was drowned out. "Next, it'll be brandy in the smoking room." Rose whispered to Jack. As if on cue, Gracie rose from his chair. "Well, join me for a brandy, gentlemen?" He asked, glancing to one side of the table. A sound of agreeing men could be heard as Rose continued whispering the next event to Jack. "Now they retreat into a cloud of smoke and congratulate each other on being the masters of the universe." Rose added jokingly.

"Thank you for the pleasure of your company." Mr. Andrews said with a wide smile, standing next to Gracie. "Mr. Dawson, you don't want to stay out here with the women, do you?" Gracie offers him to the brandy. "No thanks, I've got to be heading back now." Jack declines the generous offer. "Our business and politics wouldn't interest you anyway." Cal said, passing by Jack and eyeing Avery one more time. "Good of you to come." Cal said, turning around, throwing the pack of mint to Jack who pockets it. "Jack has to go?" Rose asks from the table. "Time for me to go to the other slaves." Jack says, holding a crumpled piece of paper in his hand then secretly hands it to Rose as Ruth looks over to see Jack kissing Rose's hand again.

Jack walks away from the dining table like a gentleman again as Rose continues to hold the yellow piece of paper. She glances up once, making sure no one's watching and then unfolds the piece of paper which reads: 'Make it count, meet me at the clock!' Ruth stares at Rose as she's reading this then turns her attention to Avery. "Er, I better get going." Avery announces and Ruth smirks to her as she rises from her chair. "Have you got cooking to attend to, servant?" Ruth snarls.

Avery gasps in surprise. "I am not a servant!" She snaps back. "I'd like to think you are." Ruth insists, making Rose glance at Avery. "I won't be taking this nonsense coming from you! I oughta catch up with Jack." She huffs and ungracefully runs up the staircase, just in time. "What was that note you gave her?" Avery asks in distress. "I told her to meet me at the clock. You should come with her." Jack replies, kissing Avery on the cheek. "I'll be there." Avery smiles and watches Jack leave the A-deck.


End file.
